LOST TRAIL
shepherds sitting between the humps of their camels, each
carrying a lamb in his arms.
That evening a Mongol whose yurt was near our tent came
in and sat by the fire, Boro, as it happened, wanted someone
to help him with the animals and he also wanted a camel for
his own return journey. The man was nervous about
coming, as he would have to find somebody to lead his
hungry flocks to pasture, and just then grass was difficult to
come on, for nothing was growing as yet. However, by using
all his powers of persuasion, Boro succeeded in overcoming
the man's hesitations and he entered our service. His name
was Akpan.
His arrival allowed Peter to put the most important part of
the day to whatever use he liked. After breakfast he might
now smoke the first pipe of the day in peace. It was a source
of perpetual wonder to the Mongols that a wooden pipe
should not be burnt away. They had only brass pipes
usually filled with a neighbour's tobacco. Peter lent himself
with a good grace to the polite custom, but it was not
without some apprehension that he saw his supply of
"Edgeworth" diminishing as a result.
We had halted for a day, but it was not sufficient to
restore Greys to health. Neither was an extra ration of
barley. Probably the first grass of the year which he had had
at Arakshatu was too much for him. We were obliged to
tie him with a rope to the last camel while his master went
off on foot to shoot antelope. As for Slalom, he was still in
valiant form and had thrown me twice, more roughly in
fact than seemed, at the moment, good for my head. The
first time I was trying to overtake one of the camels from
which a bag was falling, and we were in full gallop when
Slalom suddenly shied at a little mound of earth. The
second time he reared at the sight of a dead goose which
Peter was handing me to pluck as I rode along.
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